MONK                                 CHAP.

out to join the northern cruising squadron. Unable to
witness in inactivity the insult which his old despised
enemies were about to put on his country, he determined
to man them with his troops. In person he went on board
the cruiser, resolved to die in defence of his old flagship
the Royal Charles., which lay a little above helpless and
dismantled, or at least determined not to survive his
country's disgrace. And with him went down into
the mouth of death fifty of the flower of England's dis-
solute Court, transformed for an hour to heroes by the
magic of the one stout old heart which knew not how
to flinch.

It would have been a worthy end could he and Eng-
land's honour have fallen side by side. But it was not
to be. The newly discovered channel had not been
betrayed; The Dutch could not find it, and ere they had
cleared a way through the sunken ships the tide was
spent. A respite was won, but no rest. Sleepless and
untiring the lord-general worked on. Two ships were
placed in readiness to sink within the chain, and a large
Butch prize was ordered to block the fair-way between
them. Pett was told to get the Royal Charles above the
dock by the evening tide, and Monk devoted himself to
the batteries.

On Wednesday at break of day he was still hard at
work. The redoubts were well forward, but the Royal
Charles had not been moved. The big Dutch prijze was
being worked to its place, but it was only to be clumsily
stranded on a shoal, and in spite of all Monk's efforts
there was still nothing but the chain to protect the hulks
and the dock-yard as the tide turned.

At ten the Dutch, having cleared the channel in the
